THE  FIRST ASSAULT ON MADRID
hardly knew what was happening to them, and were
firing through the night from one house to another.
Colonel Asensio gave the strictest orders that no attempt
was to be made to dislodge them, at night, and that all
that shonld be done was to put a line of sentries round all
such houses so that the men could not possibly escape.
The next morning a score of hand-grenades or so were
thrown through windows and down chimney pots, a
five minutes5 scuffle, and all was over. Apparently over,
at least, for two days later a Spanish journalist was shot
through the lungs and killed by a Red who had remained
in concealment all that time.
When I walked through the streets of the little town
in the morning I was struck by the dazed expression of
the civilian population which remained. It was not
difficult to know the reasons. I stopped at a chemist's
shop to see if he had any mineral water, a valuable pro-
duct in any country after a battle when one does not know
what may be the pollution of the water supply, and the
whole horror of the Red dominion was detailed to me in
a few words. aWe were all right until the fall of Talavera,
I was told, "because aE that time the local Committee
of Public Safety was formed by townspeople and persons
we knew. But after that Madrid sent us out an entirely
new committee which we were obliged to obey implicitly.
It was made up of the worst scoundrels of Spain. Murders
and tortures then became a daily occurrence. Women
and young girls were not spared if they resisted the
desires of the young criminals of the committee. I can
tell you that there is hardly a woman in this town who has
not been raped by the Marxist crowd from Madrid and
their friends and armed escort. But they all left Naval-
car Hero two days ago,"
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